" it • ■ ft ?n?j c fp/c V/fTt rpjaj&j n r? 




















The Tragedie 

Tint. Thou todc, thou todc, where is thy brother Clarece? 
And Iitie Ned Plantaget,his Tonne i 

ghs. fThere is kind Hidings, Riuers, Vaughan, Gray ? 

King. A flourifhtrumpets.drike alarum drummes, 

Let not the heauens heare thefe te'J-tale women 
Radeon the Lords annointed. Srrikelfay. The trumpets 
Either be patient, and intreat me Hire, founds. 

Or witluhe clamorous qfcpflft ofwarre, 

Thus wiflldrowne your exclamations. 

But. Ait thou my fonae ? 

King. I, I thankc God, my father and your felfe. 

But. Then patiently heare rny impatience. 

Kmg. Madame I haue a touch ofyour condition, 

Which cannot brooke the accent ofreproofe. 

But. I will be milde and gentle in my fpeech. 

Kmg And briefe good mother, for I am in hade. 

But. Art thouf© hadie I haue daid for thee, 

God knowes in anguifb,pffne and agonie. 

King. And came I not at lad to comfort you ? 

But. No by the holy roode thou ktiowd it well, 

Thou cam d on earth, to make the earth my hell : 

A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me, 

Techie and waiward was thy infancie, 

Tljy fdhoolc-daies frig |^lhdefp erate,wilde and furious s 
Thfaf^e confirmd, proud, lubti*bloudie,ttechcrou3, 
jrhat comfortable hourc cand thou name, 

That euer grac’t me in thy companie ? 

K. Faith none but Humphrey houre, that cald your grace, 
Tobrcakefad onceforth of my companie : 
f f it be fo ^rati ons in your fight, 

Eet me marcITon,and not offend your grace. 

But. 6 heare me fpeake/or I fliall neucr fee thee more. 

King Come, come, you arc too bitter. 

But. Either thou wilt die by Gods iud ordinance, 

Ere from this warre thou turne a conqueror, 

Or I with griefe and extreame age fhall pcrilli, 

And neuer looke vpon thy face againe : 

Therefore take with thee my mod heauic curfe, 
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of Richard ihe third. 

VVhtch in the day of battell tire thee more 
Then all the compleat armour that thou wcarfb 
My praiers on theaduerfepartie fight, ». 

And there the litlefoules of Edwards children 
Whifperrhc fpirits ofthine enemies, 

And prom lie them fuccdfeand viiffcry, . . - 

T’oudic cheu art, bloudy will by thy end, 

Shame femes thy life, and dotfwhy death attends Exit. 

Jh. Though far more caufc, yet much kite fpirifto curfe 
Abides in me , I fay Amen to all. 

King. Stay Madam, I mud fpcake a .vord with you. 

(f u. Ihaucno more Tonnes of the royal! blood, 

For thee to murthcr,for my daughters Richard, 

They fhall be praying Nunnes, not weeping Qucenes, 

And therefore leucll not to hit their lit es. 

King. Y on haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 

Tertuousand faire,royal!and gratious. 

Qu. And mudfhe die for this? O let her liuc? 

And He corrupt her manners, duine her beautie, 

Slander my felfe, as falfe to Edwards bed, 

Throw ouer her the vale of infamic. 

So flic may liue vn fcard from bleeding daughter, 

/will confelfo lliewas not Edwards daughter. 

King Wrong not her birth, died* of royal! bloody 
To faue her life, lie fay (lie is not fo. 

King. Her life is only fafed in her birth. 
gft. And only in that fafetie died her brothers. 

Kmg Lo at their births good dars were oppohte. 

ffn. No co their liues bad friends were contrary. 

‘King AW vnauoydcd is the doome of defteny. 

True, when auoyded grace makes dedeny, 

My babes were dedindc to a fairer death, 

Iferace had bled thee with a fairer life. 

Ki. Madam, .fo thr.ue l in my dangerous attempt of hoffile 
As I intend more good to you and yours, ^rmes, 

Then euer you of, yours weie by me wrongd. 

flu. W hat good is couerd with the face of heauen, 

Tohe difeouerd that can dome good- . 

King. Tlicaduancement of your children migntic u . • 
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